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Robert Burns Gives Thanks
rr^His is how Robert Burns thanked a gentleman who had sent him a
±   newspaper and promised to continue it:
Kind Sir, I've read your paper through.
And, faith, to me, twas really new !
How guess'd ye, Sir, what maist I wanted ?
This mony a day I've grained and gaunted.
To ken what French mischief was brewin5;
Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin*;
Or how our merry lads at hame,
In Britain *s court, kept up the game :
How royal George, the Lord leuk o'er him !
Was managing St Stephen's quorum ;
A* this and mair I never heard of;
And, but for you, I might despaired of.
So gratefu' back your news I send you,
And pray a5 guid things may attend you !
As the paper did not come regularly he sent this protest.
Dear Peter, dear Peter,
We poor sons of metre
Are often negleckit, ye ken ;
For instance, your sheet, man,
(Though glad I'm to see't, man,)
I get it no ae day in ten.
Written in a Country Churchyard
c
an storied urn or animated bust
Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath ?
Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dust,
Or Flattery soothe the dull, cold ear of Death ?
Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire ;
Hands that the rod of empire might have swayed,
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre.
But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page,
Rich with the spoils of time, did ne'er unroll;
Chill Penury repressed their noble rage,
And froze the genial current of the soul.
Full many a gem of purest ray serene
The dark, unfathomed caves of ocean bear i
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its sweetness on the desert air.
Some village Hampden, that with dauntless breast
The little tyrant of Ms fields withstood,
Some mute, inglorious Milton here may rest,
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country's blood.
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